ELLEN   TE R RT
when Miss Ellen Terry, veiled as the Galatian priestess, stands by the incense-bearing tripod, and Mr. Henry Irving, robed in the scarlet of Rome's tributary King, comes to demand his anxiously expected bride, there is an aiming at the beautiful and thorough, most creditable in itself and distinctly worthy of respect.
But, as I have said before, and I shall never cease to voice the same opinion, there is one Shakesperian heroine, one of the most enchanting, that should have been added to the long list of Ellen Terry's triumphs. To her ideal Ophelia, her ideal Portia, her ideal Beatrice,